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morning at Weyford cemetery. It was still bitterly cold
and freezing hard, and there were no mourners. The
undertaker had carried out Faversham's instructions,
and provided a handsome oak coffin. Such was the end
of the unfortunate Charles Alcott.

On the following Wednesday, January 24th, Oldland
dined with Dr. Priestley at Westbourne Terrace. A
very unusual case which Oldland had attended formed
the topic of discussion during the meal, and continued
while they drank their coffee subsequently.
" I felt all the time that it was hopeless," Oldland
said as he put down his cup. " I suppose all doctors get
cases like that trom time to time. But when i come
across one, it has the most depressing effect upon rue.
It makes me feel that we haven't got any forrader since
the time of Hippocrates. All our science, all the means
we have at our disposal, seem utterly futile. One sees
one's patient dying before one's eyes, in spite of all one's
efforts, and it's not a pleasant experience."
" The whisky is on the table at your elbow," Dr.
Priestley remarked. " Help yourself. Which particular
complication was actually responsible for your patient's
death?"
" Tetanus, 1 fancy," Oldland replied, as he mixed
himself a drink. " I inoculated him, of course, as soon
as I noticed the first symptoms, but it had absolutely no
effect. Nothing I could do seemed to be of the slightest
use. But there! I've bored you enough already with
my troubles. The mention of tetanus reminds me of
Hinchlifie and the Venner case. I've heard nothing of
that girl lately. I suppose your interest in the affair has
cooled long ago?"